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FOREWORD. 

I  PUT  forward  these  little  songs  with 
the  assurance,  that,  although  they  may  be 
unorthodox  in  spirit  and  weak  in  technique, 
they  are  real  because  they  came  to  me  : 
I  did  not  go  in  mental  search  of  them. 

THE  AUTHOR. 
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MY  HYACINTH  LADY. 

MY  hyacinth  lady  was  so  fair, 

My  hyacinth  lady  had  pale  gold  hair, 

My  hyacinth  lady  was  my  love ; 

She  came  as  a  sunbeam  from  above  ; 

She  glanced  into  my  bosom  dim 

Till  my  waking  soul  drank  her  soul  in  : — 

My  hyacinth  lady  was  so  fair, 

My  hyacinth  lady  had  pale  gold  hair, — 

But  I  lost  my  love, 

O  passion's  hour, 

When  my  lady  became  a  passion  flower, 

And  my  heart  as  a  ghost 

Hunts  here  and  there 

To  find  my  hyacinth  lady  fair, 

My  hyacinth  lady  with  pale  gold  hair, 

But  she  cannot  find  her  anywhere  ! 
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MIDNIGHT  MOSAIC  SONG. 

MY  Beloved  in  a  vale  doth  sleep 

Whilst  I,  by  love,  her  spirit  keep, 

And  all  around  are  daffodils, 

To  shade  her  from  the  even  chills 

And  mountains  blue,  with  silver  peaks, 

Stand  farther  by, 

Where  the  young  cloud 

A  pillow  seeks, 

Beloved,  as  with  thee,  would  I  ! 
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ZONE. 

SHE  is  gone, 

She  is  another's, 

I  may  never  more  endure 

Her  tender  languid  eyes 

Of  sapphire  pure. 

She  is  gone, 

Though  perfumes  linger, 
And  her  foot  is  on  the  stair, 
And  her  lovely  phantom  image, 
Set  against  the  curtains,  there. 

What  a  mouth 

Of  tender  longing, 

What  a  fancy  fills  her  lips, 

What  a  marvel  in  her  languor, 

What  a  touch  in  her  finger  tips 

But  she  is  gone  now, 

Being  another's, — 

Though  her  foot  is  on  the  stair, 

And  her  image  slowly  dying, 

From  the  azure  curtains,  there. 
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ALL-HALLOWS  EVE. 

(A  Medieval  Fancy.) 

O  GOD,  my  soul  is  shriven, 
Before  the  witches'  lamps 
Hung  high  in  heaven  ; 
Before  thy  face 
As  moonbeam  given, 
I'm  shriven,  I'm  shriven  ! 

O  Christ,  my  soul  is  shriven  ! 
Upon  the  icy  hilltops  pale, 
My  spirit  went  with  a  tiny  sail 
Upon  a  pinnace  of  crystalled  dew, 
Until  it  melted  through  and  through 
Before  thy  eyes  of  tragic  blue, 
And  I  knew,  I  knew 
I  was  forgiven, — shriven  ! 

O  come  ye  virgin  nymphs  and  maids 

To  the  black  alders  where  we  prayed  ; 

Come  sit  beside  the  starlit  pools, 

Where  the  May  Queen  her  passion  cools  ; 

No  more  we're  driven 

To  seek  the  shade, 

By  the  tall  pine  forest  tree-tops  made, 

For  we  no  more 

By  love  are  riven, 

We're  shriven  by  Christ ! 

We're  shriven  ! 
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HER  DEATH. 

O  HEART  of  mine, 

Empiric  cord 

That  vibrates  to  the  winds  of  space 

Sing,  sing,  as  if  inspired 

By  her  wan  magic  face  ! 

O  heart  of  mine, 
Empiric  string 
To  music  of  the  waters  set, 
Sing,  sing,  as  if  inspired, 
Her  tragic  eyes  I've  met ! 

O  heart  of  mine, 

That  breaking  thing 

That  love  has  thumbed  so  bitterly, 

Sing,  sing,  as  if  inspired, 

To  see ! 

O  heart  of  mine, 

Empiric  cord 

That  quivers  when  her  eyelids  close, 

Sing,  sing, — 'tis  death, — 

Death  of  God's  pallid  rose  ! 


HER    RESURRECTION. 

I  WILL  go  to  my  love 

Upon  the  morn 

Her  bosom  with  lilies  to  adorn  : 

I  will  kiss  her  brow 

To  ecstasy 

And  kiss  her  fingers  radiantly  : 

I  will  sing  her  alive 

By  a  magic  paean, 

I  will  put  new  power  into  her  being 

I  will  lift  her  up 

Upon  my  soul 

Until  her  eyelids  slow  unroll : 

And  then  I'll  drink 
Upon  her  lips 
In  minute  sips  : 

Chanting  a  strain 

A  melody 

To  haunt  her  spirit  back  to  me. 
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I  will  give  her  my  life, 

My  love  impart 

Into  her  slowly-dying  heart. 

I  will  bring  Osiris 

From  the  sun 

To  touch  to  life  what  I  have  done. 

Then  she  shall  be 

My  living  one 

And  death  by  love  shall  be  outrun. 


PANES  AURORA. 

O  FIRE, 

Consume  me, 

Let  me  burn 

And  to  the  living  planets  turn 

A  face  as  bright  as  theirs ; 

Ofire, 

Consume  me  unawares 

And  let  me  sing, 

With  Venus  hung 

The  gentle  Pleiades  among  ! 

Ofire, 

Consume  me, 

Make  me  speak, 

And  to  my  soul 

Some  solace  wreak, 

Pass  her  some  word 

Of  ecstasy 

To  turn  to  ember, 

Burning,  rose, 

The  heart  that  loves  Thee 

In  repose, 

Yet  never  may  reposeful  be 

If  fire  can  come 

To  set  her  free. 
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PURPLE  ZONE. 
(A  colour  Intimation.) 

PURPLE  zone 

My  Own,  my  Own  ! — 

I  came  upon  thee  unawares, 

But  oh  how  swift, 

The  soul  prepares 

For  some  such  sudden  flight  ! 

1  came  upon  thee 

Purple,  yea, 

A  basket  of  violets 

That  purple  lay, 

And  behold  my  soul 

Was  lifted  up 

In  instantaneous 

Ecstasy, 

On  thy  fine  wings 

O  colour  zone ; 

0  purple  zone, 
My  own,  my  own 

1  dreamed  through  thee 
A  purple  dream 

Of  many,  many  things  ! 
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VIVA  ROSA! 

I  KISS  thy  petals 

Pale  pink  flower, 

I  drink  thy  dying  loveliness 

And  hold  thee  close  upon  my  lips 

For  thou  wast  hid  upon  her  breast 

When  fair  she  sat  within  the  moon 

Her  soft  breath  falling  on  my  cheek 

Like  scent  of  hyacinth  in  May, 

Until  I  rose  and  saw  'twas  day 

And  dying  so  my  lovely  dream. 

But  ah,  she  left  thee  at  my  feet, 

My  sweet !     My  sweet ! — 

I  would  embalm  thee  in  my  soul, 

Make  thee  immortal 

Pale  pink  rose, 

Rose  that  the  angels, 

E'en  God  might  see, 

When  dying  I  ask 

No  other  boon, 

But  to  recall  this  moon-lit  eve, 

This  breathing  eve,  in  June. 
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THE  EYES   OF  CHRIST  SUMMONING  ME! 

THE  world  calls  me  and  I  cry  "  peace," 

Oceans  move  in  me  as  a  voice, 

A  man's  eyes  opposite  summon  me ; — 

There  is  no  choice  ! — 

So  come  O  azure- winged  release 

Give  me  sensation,  passion,  peace  ! 

All  life  calls  me, 

As  if  it  were  far  away  : — 

Its  voice  is  an  echo, — 

I  groan  alone, — 

For  the  man  with  the  living  eyes 

Is  stone  ! 

'Tis  mine  to  atone 

And  answer  "  yea  " 

When  the  new  voice  summons  me  to  obey, 

'Tis  mine  to  answer 

"  I'll  follow  thee 

Ghosts  of  passion 

And  passion's  release." 
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But  behold,  O  God, 

No  one  heedeth  me, 

Even  the  ghosts 

Glide  by  and  away, 

One  by  one, 

And  the  man  with  the  summoning  eyes  is  dumb 

There  is  naught  but  a  cross, 

And  the  eyes  of  Thy  Son  ! 
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TO  THEE,  I  KNOW  NOT. 

0  HAD  my  soul 
Some  acute  distress 

To  rid  her  of  this  quenchlessness, 

This  straining  toward  the  body's  brim, 

This  exhortation  to  every  limb 

To  rise  and  fly  away  with  thee,  I  know  not ! 

Yet  I  feel  and  see 
What  is  thy  form 
And  what  thy  spirit  body 
Borne,  upon  ethereal  skies, 

1  seem  to  see  much  sacrifice 
Within  thy  charmed  eyes, 
And  in  thy  voice 

A  note  behold 

That  tells  me  of  things 

Manifold : — 

Thou  as  the  rainbow 

Art  imbued 

And  as  the  dewdrop 

Fresh  enhued 

From  out  the  silent  hand  of  night, 

Reflecting  all  the  pure  day  light, 

Until  I  see  two  worlds  in  thee 

One  built  of  shadow,  one  filigree 

Where  flows  the  fountain  head  of  sun, 

To  this,  to  this,  my  senses  cling, 

And  my  soul  outstretches  her  frail  wing 
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HARVEST  SOUL  SONG. 

BEATITUDE  moon, 

Orange  in  tone 

Hung  low,  over  my  spirit's-zone, 

Where  my  soul  lies  hid 

With  gods  myriad,  to  atone  : — 

Is  there  a  bell 
Hung  heavy  and  low 
Near  yonder  moon  ? 
Let  it  toll,  slow,  slow, 
That  the  depths  may  know 
Souls  are  in  swoon. 

O  paradise  air, 
Breathed  everywhere 
Around  low-orange  moon 
Heap  love  on  my  soul 
Till  she  cease  her  swoon 
And  rise  eternally  fair  ! 


24 


AMARYLLIS   SONG. 

THE  honeysuckle  falls 

A  roseate  shower 

Whilst  love  doth  call  me, 

O'er  and  o'er, 

On  the  self-same  chord 

I've  heard  before  : 

But  a  fathom  of  doubt 

Keeps  him  from  me, 

A  fathom  of  hell, 

What  liberty 

Has  my  song,  my  heart, 

Whilst  his  kisses  bind  strong  ? 

What  hope  has  my  joy 

With  voices  that  wail 

"  Thou  to  another  dost  belong." 

'Twere  a  rest,  great  pain, — 

Instead  of  this  thing 

That  haunteth  me, 

Like  a  breath,  a  sigh, — 

Nowhere  the  wound, 

Yet  alway  the  cry  ! 
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The  honeysuckle  falls, 

A  roseate  shower, 

Ah  me! 

'Twixt  its  love  and  mine 

What  a  fine  degree, — 

Yet  mine  is  alone 

Like  a  whitened  flower 

Whilst  day  and  night 

Bees  come  to  its  bower, 

Drunken,  yea ; 

As  he  may  come,  he  may, — 

But  the  doubts  between, 

That  is  death  to  the  dream  ! 
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THE  LAST  AMETHYST  EVE. 

WHEN  even  sings 

And  amethyst  rings 

Spread  o'er  the  purple  plain  : 

When  youth  revives 

As  morning  tides 

On  the  purple  midnight  main, 

Then  my  heart  shall  burn 

And  my  being  turn 

To  thee,  to  thee, 

Lady  of  that  time 

When  moons  decline, 

And  an  azure  abyss 

Whispers  "  Death  is  this," — 

And  a  wild  bird  sings, 

Owl  hoots,  and  wind  brings 

A  breath,  as  a  death  breath 

Into  my  being ; 

As  I  to  thee, 

Lady  of  dreams, 

Am  fleeing,  fleeing  ! 


SONG  OF  WAITING. 

LIE  in  my  bosom 

My  sweet  dream, 

Nor  strain  for  that  which  is  no  gain  ! 

Transmute  thy  pain  to  purity, 

So  that  when  time  doth  pass 

And  God  shall  come  to  thee  and  say 

"  Arise  my  love  'tis  day  !  " 

He'll  find  thee  in  sweet  readiness 

To  move  thy  crystal  wing 

And  with  a  heart  so  soft  and  warm 

'Twill  take  to  fashioning 

The  very  flowers  of  ecstasy 

Out  of  this  hardened  clay  of  mine, 

Make  symbols  of  His  things  divine 

And  weave  new  patterns,  none  have  seen, 

Out  of  the  filaments  of  a  dream. 


28 


MY  SKYLARK  HOUR. 

IT  was  in  spring  ; 

I  walked  alone, 

When  all  a  sudden 

Up  on  wing 

My  heart  was  living 

Like  a  thing 

Let  loose  from  husbandry  ; 

Higher  and  higher  : — 

Then  she  fell, 

It  seemed  some  burden 

Crushed  her  so, 

For  when  I  knew  again 

I  mused  upon  a  simple  flower 

Fallen  that  hour  : — 

All  love,  life,  heaven, 

Seemed  to  flow 

Over  my  heart 

As  I  hovered  so ; 

E'er  I  came  again 

To  the  hardened  earth 

To  the  hardened  plain, — 

Where  all  things  change, — 

Without  one  long  gain. 
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MY  SOUL  AND  I. 

A  SNAIL  inside  a  lily  grew, 

My  soul,  I  and  you, — 

And  whenever  I  looked  from  my  cell  at  night 

I  beheld  all  white 

And  I  cried  "  all  hail 

There  is  no  night  in  my  soul's  vale  !  " 

And  the  madonna  lily  died, 

Was  crucified 

For  a  lady's  whim, — 

In  a  crystal  vase 

With  a  silver  rim  ! — 

Then  what  of  my  night ! 
Ah  enchantress  white 
I  found  it  was  dark 
Without  thy  pure  light. 
Poor  soul  of  mine  ! 
Born  out  of  time 
With  a  snail  on  thy  brim 
I  stuck  to  thy  rim  ! 
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Yet  in  future's  time 

0  lily  pale 

Thou  shalt  prevail ! 
And  the  crawling  snail, 

1  even  I 
Shall  cry  again 

"  All  hail  !  "  for  I  shall  not  die  ! 


BELOVED  OF   LIFE. 

I  AM  a  part  of  thy  oneness 

Beloved  of  Life 

Whose  bosoms  are  holding 

The  future's  delight, 

Whose  lips  hold  the  incense 

Of  that  softened  ease, 

Luxurious  and  loving 

As  the  mode  of  a  breeze 

Laden  in  June 

Let  loose  in  the  morning 

To  sing  and  to  swoon. 

I  am  a  part  of  thy  oneness 

0  open  field, 

Where  the  poppies  in  red  ecstasy 

Their  phantom  passions  wield, 

And  where  beneath  their  reddened  shade, 

1  am  a  passion-spirit  made. 


THUS  I  LOVE  THEE. 

I  LOVE  thee  as  I  love  the  sun 

Upon  my  bosom 

When  it  seems 

Her  touch  is  but  the  touch  of  dreams, 

Till  something  in  me  sinks  away 

Until  my  bosom,  I  and  sun 

And  thee,  Beloved,  are  all  one, 

Hid  in  that  fancy  of  the  soul 

Which  is  her  life, 

Where  heaven's  begun ! 

I  love  thee  as  that  depth  in  trees 

Stirred  and  restricted  by  the  breeze, 

Where  deeper  they  are  lost  to  sight 

The  leaves  enknotted  in  the  night : 

I  love  thee  as  the  waters  run 

Myriad  with  shadows,  colours,  gleams, 

Myriad  with  hopes, — 

Thus  I  love  thee 

Akin, — remote, — 

For  love  is  thus 

A  dream,  afloat. 
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A  CROCUS. 

O  LOVELINESS  of  earth  and  air 

With  thy  hood  of  purple 

Lavender,  rose, 

And  thy  orange  soul, 

Yea  do  unroll 

And  let  me  see  the  ecstasy, 

That  crouches  in  thy  life  supreme, 

Which  is  thy  image 

Hidden  rare, 

Beneath  thy  azure  bosom  fair. 

For  thou  wast  born  invisibly 

Before  the  earth  and  subtler  air, 

Did  weave  so  fine  and  intricately 

A  form  of  blue, 

To  housen  thee. 
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CONSOLATION  OF  A  BLUE  BELL. 

GHOST  gloom 

And  one  small  azure  bloom 

Hanging  upon  a  stem  so  fine, 

It  seems  it  knows 

The  delicate  head 

Upon  its  finger 

And  would  persuade  it 

Not  to  linger 

But  fly  away 

So  free,  so  frail, 

Upon  the  gentle  April  gale  ! 

O  let  me  nearer, 

Let  me  see 

Unto  thy  heart, 

O,  winged  thing, 

For  all  about 

Is  ghostly  gloom, 

Thou  art  the  only  azure  bloom  ! 
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TO  ONE. 

MY  soul  goes  out  to  meet  thee, 
In  a  hundred  different  ways, 
Fire-like  to  embrace  thee  ; — 
Bell-like  to  intone ; 
And  by  her  subtle  toning 
To  make  thee  all  her  own. 

She  hovers  too  above  thee 

Like  a  sacrificial  flame, 

And  as  melody  she  haunts  thee 

Till  thou  turn  to  her  again  : 

Yet  thou  greetest  her  at  arm's  length 

With  but  smoke-stuff  for  her  flame  ! 

Thou  art  orthodox 

Unnatural, 

Like  a  soul  much  overtamed, 

Thou  dost  hurt  my  love  supremely, 

Till  she  turns  from  thee  o'er  pained  : 

So  our  worlds  are  blended  slowly 

A  sleeping  world  to  prove, — 

When  they  might  be  dizzy,  reeling, — 

In  my  love ! 
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Thou  art  orthodox 

Triumphant, 

With  thy  slow  material  eyes,- 

Till  my  love  flames, 

Once  too  often, 

And  upon  her  ashes  dies  ! 
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SELF-SOUL  SENTENCE. 

ALAS,  my  soul, 

What  comfort  find 

In  the  low-howling  wind  ? — 

What  like  thyself 

Dost  thou  now  feel 

Within  the  chilling  vapour's  heel  ?- 

For  thou  dost  go 

As  one  akinned 

To  howling  wind  ; — 

For  thou  hast  sinned  ! 


A  DEAD  IDEAL. 

A  DEAD  bird  in  the  garden  lies 
A  poppy  over  him  deifies 
The  very  breath  of  death  : 

His  head  is  lean,  black,  cold, 
But  the  poppy  flutters 
And  has  foretold  : — 

Foretold,  ye  heavens,  that  after  this 
Is  the  poppy-dream 
In  excelsis. 

When  from  the  dirge  and  fearful  mutter 
Comes  the  chant,  the  lyric, 
Winged,  aflutter ! 

O,  aspire  my  spirit, 

Cease  thy  tread 

Around  and  around  thy  blackbird  dead  ! 

'Tis  a  fetish  dream 
This  dead-love  of  thine, 
Though  it  caught  thy  heart 
In  the  cherrybud  time. 
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"Tis  a  fetish  thing 

This  blackbird  dead, 

Look  up  to  the  poppy  overhead, — 

An  Iceland  poppy  of  fine  yellow-red,- 

She  flutters  over  thy  ideal  dead, 

In  excelsis ! 
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TWIN  HILLS  OF  LOVE. 

THE  influx  of  god  from  the  hills ! 

My  beloved 

Can'st  sit  and  feel  the  future's  breath 

When  the  hand  of  love  has  captured  death 

And  we  as  those  twin  hills,  not  far, 

Stand  in  new  pressures  of  good 

Watching  our  spirit's  star  ? 

Beloved  rise, 

And  lift  thine  eyes, 

A  spell  sits  silent  on  the  hills 

And  Pan  prepares  new  minstrelsy 

Upon  the  waking  rills. 

Tis  naught  but  God, 

This  mantled  hill, 

For  God  comes  from  it 

Quiet,  still, 

And  steps  into  our  bosom's  cell, 

The  mystery  of  all  to  tell. 


YOUNG  LOVE'S  DREAM. 

MY  love  stands  lonely 

As  a  bride 

Waiting  the  day, 

A  madonna  lily  in  her  hand 

Of  whitened  clay  ! 

My  love  stands  lonely 
In  a  dream 
Drinking  all  day 
From  that  fine  cup, 
Her  ecstasy ! 

My  love  lies  prostrate 

At  the  door, 

The  groom  hath  been, — 

And  he  hath  torn  her  lovely  veil, 

Her  dream. 


THE  MADONNA'S  LOVE  FOR  LITTLE 
CHILDREN. 

THERE  is  a  shrine  on  the  little  hill 

Behind  the  little  wood, 

Where  every  morn  at  daybreak 

A  mother  has  weeping  stood  ! 

But  this  morn  the  shrine  lies  empty 

For  the  love  in  the  mother's  eyes 

Has  healed  the  broken  children 

And  given  them  paradise. 

They  sing  now  spirit  children, 

Behind  the  little  wood, 

Till  one  younger  than  the  others, 

Hears  the  mother  cry, — 

"  God's  good ! 

And  she  calls  you  earthly  children, 

Into  the  mystic  wood, 

But  you  only,  only,  hear  her, 

If  you're  lonely, 

And  not  good." 
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LOVE  AND  SORROW 

'TIS  out  of  the  broken  heart 

Love  dreameth  well. 

Fond  love  doth  lift  one 

O'er  the  hidden  pyre 

Where's  sacrifice  supreme, 

And  God  doth  call, 

To  make  the  spirit  reel 

And  in  her  reeling  fall. 

But  sorrow  sits  before  one, 

As  a  shrouded  queen 

Beckoning  ! — beckoning  ! — 

To  holy  love : 

And  all  that's  holy  been, 

Until  the  soul  doth  rise  to  meet  her, 

On  that  mystic  morn, 

When  stars  lie  dim  and  shattered, 

And  earth  from  sky  is  shorn. 
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THE    PURGATORY    OF   IMPULSES   PENT   UP 
IN  ME. 

DICTATE  to  me 

O  purgatory  of  impulses 

Pent  up 

Within  the  livid  borders  of  that  stream 

Where  restless  riderless 

My  soul, 

A  winged  thing 

Leaps  o'er  the  spray 

To  cull  her  death  in  laughter, — 

Whilst  old  women  weep, — 

And  old  men  chatter, — 

And  young  maidens  mourn, — 

But  sirens  sing  a  paean 

To  my  frustrated  being, 

And  my  soul  still-born. 
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SEMPITERNAL  ROSE. 

I  AM  too  happy, 

When  I  cull 

That  mystic  purple  rose, 

When  in  its  fragrance 

We  two  sit 

And  call  all  life  repose  ! 

I  am  too  happy 

When  I  glance 

Into  thy  deeply  mellowed  eyes, 

Until  I  read 

Far  deeper  yet, 

Thy  own  heart's  sacrifice  : — 

And  then  the  rose, 

Once  azure  blown 

Is  shed  between  us  ! — 

I'm  grown  old, — 

As  one  retracing  a  lost  dream, 

To  find  the  meaning  of  what's  been  ! 

I  am  yet  happy,  even  so, 
And  gather  up  the  rose's  clay, 
Which  lies  in  ashes, 
Of  memory. 
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A  MEMORY. 

THERE  is  a  linnet  singing  poetry 
Where  thou  didst  stand 
To  wreck  my  heart, 
Beloved  of  the  sacred  mood 
Wedded  in  life  to  that  frail  groom 
Thy  solitude. 

There  is  the  humming  of  the  bees  hard  by, 

Happy  in  life,  the  flowers,  the  open  sky, — 

But  thou  dost  come, 

To  sing  thy  prayers  to  me  ! — 

O,  could  my  soul 

Attain  some  strength 

To  free  herself  from  thee  ! — 

As  well  renounce  my  pain 
As  that  tall  mountain 
Where  the  lilies  blow ; 
Renunciation  tethers  but  anew, 
As  long  as  hearts  remain. 
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THE   TRANSLATION   OF   THE    LOVE    I    BEAR 
LILIAN  DOVE. 

MY  heart  longs  to  love  thee 

Lilian  Dove, 

My  heart's  arms  incline 

To  thine  own  in  pure  love, 

But  the  finger  of  silence 

Parts  us  between 

So  my  love  is  made  breath-like 

Turned  into  a  dream  : 

'Tis  death  to  my  soul 

To  love  so,  'Tis  death  too, 

To  love  thee  with  passion 

For  thou  art  so  true : 

My  faint  heart  aches  o'er  thee  ! — 

Whene'er  thou  art  near  : 

I  worship  thee  breathlessly 

Shunning  my  tear 

When  the  whirl  of  creation 

And  all  thy  whirl  friends 

Whisk  thee  off  from  my  presence 

Then  dream  vision  lends 

Her  soft  ghost-like  fingers  ; — 

My  sorrow  so  blends ! 
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My  heart  longs  to  love  thee 

Lilian  Dove, 

My  heart's  arms  ache  for  thee 

For  thou  art  pure  love, 

But  the  finger  of  silence 

Parts  us  between, 

Till  my  love  is  made  vision, 

Turned  into  a  dream. 
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FREE,    EVERMORE. 

I  WILL  go  into  the  heart  of  my  mind 

I  will  find  God  there  ; 

And  suppliant,  yet  a  tyrant, 

Beg  some  boon,  however  fair ! 

What  of  wanderings 

In  the  byways  and  the  hedges 

Even  in  their  whitish  prime  ? — 

I  have  one  use  for  my  being 

That  is  in  my  inner  mind ; 

All  my  life  I've  roamed  about  it 

Wandered  heart  sick,  o'er  and  o'er, — 

But  this  morn  I  cry  "rebellion  !  " 

I  will  never  wander  more  ; 

I  will  force  the  earth  to  keep  me 

In  sufficient  homely  store, 

To  set  free  my  winged  being, 

Which  lies  fettered  by  the  door  ; 

To  set  free  the  dream  that  haunts  me, 

As  the  wild  bird  on  the  moor, — 

Free,  evermore  ! 


SWEETPEAS   BLUE,  A  LITTLE  MELODY. 

You  have  stolen  my  dream, 

Sweetpeas  blue, 

I  seem  suddenly  changed 

From  myself  to  you  : 

No  doubt  some  day 

In  the  self-same  way 

If  I  worship  quite, 

In  full  ecstasy, 

I  shall  change  to  God, 

Then  never  return 

To  the  forms  that  bind, — 

To  even  blue  wings, 

As  thy  spirit  floats  on 

Above  wingless  things, 

Sweatpeas,  blue  ! 


LOVE'S  TRIBUTE  SEAT. 

THE  realm  of  love  is  not  for  me 

Awhile  or  so 

I  have  yet  to  tread 

The  press  of  woe  : 

Alone,  ye  gods 

Was  it  ever  so  ? 

Could  Euridice  n'er  walk 

Hand  in  hand 

With  Orpheus  sweetly 

O'er  a  spring  filled  land  ? — 

Was  it  ever  so  ? — 

My  bosom  fills ! 

I  let  thee  slowly  sorrowing  go, 

For  thou  as  I 

Must  walk  alone, 

If  we  would  pass 

To  that  pale  zone 

When  thou  and  I  as  strangers  meet,- 

To  smile  and  sigh 

And  pause,  complete, 

Before  the  eternal  tribute  seat, 

Of  Soul. 
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SONG  OF  SILENT  NIGHT  THEFT. 

A  LILY  in  a  bowl  lay  floating, 

None  but  my  heart  her  presence  noting. 

She  lay  quite  white, — a  bride  it  seemed 
To  my  plighted  eyes,  she  gleamed. 

I  went  to  her,  to  her  soft  breast, 

I  drew  my  breath  and  there  confessed. 

Yet  something  tyrant-like  in  me, 
Made  me  covet  and  touch  her  purity. 

Another  hour,  the  lily  lay, 
Closed  in  her  coffin  of  white  clay. 

It  was  I  who  had  killed  her,  I  of  power 
Trying  to  steal  her  spirit's  dower. 
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THE  HAUNTING  BRIDE. 

ALWAYS  at  my  heart,  touching  it, 

O  sense  of  sin, 

Always  at  my  soul,  plucking  it ; 

Can  song  begin 

Upon  a  broken  string  ? 

Always  at  my  side,  shadowing  me 

O  love  that  died ; 

Can  life  begin 

Or  hope  abide 

Upon  a  broken  thing  ? 

Always  by  my  heart,  touching  it, 
Inez,  my  bride, 

Always  in  my  soul,  haunting  it, — 
Love's  grave  is  wide  ! 
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INEZ. 

THINE  eyes  my  shrine 

Inez, 

Thy  voice  my  prayer 

My  holiest  love  and  supplication, 

Hover  round  thy  bosom  fair  ! 

Thy  soul  my  cult 

Inez, 

Thy  whole  soul  pure, 

The  chalice  of  all  loveliness, 

Doth  make  my  soul  secure  ! 

Thy  moods  my  breviary, 

Inez, 

Each  song  true ! 

Would  I  might  hear  thee  singing 

O'er  sea  waters  blue  ! 

Some  sea  of  life's  fulfilment, 

Inez, 

But  let  go  my  soul,  'twas  I, — 

I  sinned  and  smote  the  image, 

My  worship's  now,  my  sigh. 
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SONG  OF  PERSEPHONE  MOORE, 
A  POOR  MAID,  TO  HER  GRACES. 

I  WILL  flee  with  the  winds, 

I  was  earth  born, 

But  am  heaven  torn, 

Let  me  flee  with  thee, 

O,  Beautiful  Graces, 

Flee  far  into  joy, 

For  my  spirit  is  dull, 

Though  my  heart's  but  a  toy, — 

Let  us  run  with  the  breeze, 

'Mongst  the  young  daffodils, 

Till  we  swoon  in  fatigue 

In  that  feeling  of  ease, 

When  the  limbs  lie  down  quiet 

And  the  soul  of  us  breathes  ! — 

Let  us  flee  ! — 

Come, — the  breeze  ! 


INTERROGATION   TO    SOME  ROSES 
IN  A  GLASS. 

O  ROSES  in  a  glass, 

Clasp,  clasp  my  spirit 

Close  to  thee, 

Manifest  me ! 

Set  me  upon  thy  glowing  wings 

And  in  thy  perfumes 

Set  me  free. 

O  rose,  leaning  over  the  bowl, 

Falling  I  know, 

What  is  that  tire, 

That  gentle  distress, 

That  covers  thy  soul, 

So  like  my  own 

Beyond  all  control  ? 

O  roses  stately  in  a  glass, 

Let  me  pass 

A  pilgrim,  as  thee, 

To  perfections  goal, 

A  noviate  of  life, 

In  winged  ecstasy. 
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Let  me  pass ; 

Thou  remain  to  adorn 

In  the  glass, 

For  by  nature,  I'm  plain 

Beauty  made  me  in  vain 

Where's  my  soul  ? — 


DAFFODIL  ANNUNCIATION. 

Do  not  die  daffodil 
Live  with  me  still 
To  temper  my  passion 
With  thy  golden  look : 
'Tis  a  heaven  of  clay 
If  by  thee  I  am  forsook  : 
Let  thy  yellow  gaze  linger 
Alway  on  my  heart, 
An  oath  sworn  between  us, — 
To  live  out  my  part 
On  the  hilltop  or  valley, 
Where'er  thou  hast  been, 
Till  I  come  again  conqueror 
Crying  "  Lo,  I  have  seen  ! — 
Hear  my  dream  !  " 
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TRIAL  FLIGHT. 

THE  Skylark  arose  at  dawn 

With  his  song 

High  into  the  gray  ; 

My  heart  tried  to  follow 

From  her  sordid  hollow, 

But  she  fell, 

And  sore  wounded  lay  ! 


60 


THE  SEA-POWER  OF  LOVE. 

THE  glory  of  the  sea 

Let  it  prevail ! 

Let  the  sea  caves  wail 

And  every  soul  in  the  under  deep 

Feel  pOAver,  and  prevail ! 

The  power  of  the  flood, 
Held  in  hand 
By  that  greater  power 
O'er  sea  and  land, 
Like  a  wedded  soul, 
Wedded  to  wail, — 
Let  the  tides  abide 
But  the  power  prevail 
To  the  rhythm  and  song 
Of  the  deep  seas  wail ! 

The  glory  of  the  sea 
Let  it  prevail, 
Let  it  touch  my  soul 
Let  it  lead  me  out 
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Into  my  great  self 
And  prevail ! 
That  my  baser  self 
With  my  passions  prone, 
May  lie  deep  down 
As  the  deep  sea  caves 
Only  to  moan, 
To  shrilly  wail 
Whilst  the  tides  of  love 
Ebb,  flow  and  fail, 
But  the  powers  of  love, 
As  the  seas, 
Prevail ! 
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ALL-LOVE'S  LOVE. 

THOU  dost  burn  Thyself, 

Through  my  small  loves, 

Miracle-wise, 

Into  my  aching  heart 

And  there  upon  the  smaller  flame 

Thy  incense  set, 

Thy  smile  impart, 

Until  I  rise  in  love's  new  dream 

To  worship  One- Love, 

Naught  between  ; 

E'en  so  burn  deep 

But  ever  keep 

Thyself  upon  the  mercy  seat, 

And  o'er  my  pained  eyes  repeat, 

That  Love  is  wise, 

That  Love  is  meet, 

To  make  my  love, — 

Thy  love,  complete ! 


A  SIMPLE  SONG  OF   SORROW  WITH  SOME 
SOLACE. 

THOU  art  wounded  little  fly 

So  am  I  ! 

We  both  saw  the  flame 

Thought  it  all  light 

Till  we  felt  our  pain 

In  the  night : 

'Tis  an  awful  hour 

To  run  near  to  things 

And  find  them  lurid, 

Feel  flame  in  our  wings  ! — 

Thou  dost  struggle  sore 

Little  fly, 

Dropped  just  now  from  my  candle's  tongue 

So  did  I, 

When  I  dropped  from  the  sky 

Of  love's  wizardry ! 

I  will  kill  thee  quite  ! — 

'Tis  all  night  !— 

I  seem  kinder  than  God 

Who  watches  my  soul, 
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Crying  "  On,  though  in  anguish 

To  Me,  thy  goal !  " 

Yet  here  is  the  difference 

Twixt  us  two 

Little  fly, 

Thou  art  dead,  in  remembrance, 

I  live  in  new  dreams, 

Though  my  wings  are  burnt  off, 

And  I  grope — 

I  may  dream  me  new  wings  ; 

For  I  hope  ! 


PARADISE  DREAM. 

O  TWILIGHT  hour, 

Indomitable  spell, 

That  through  some  mystic 

Slowly  dying  hell, 

Dost  draw  my  spirit, 

Out  of  chaos  day, 

Across  the  veiled  path 

Into  that  inner  way 

Where  ghosts  are  dreams 

That  fitful  fall 

Upon  the  senses  as  a  pall, 

Where  sighs  seem  real 

And  whispers  deeds, 

And  where  upon  the  mended  wall 

Of  shadow  filigree, 

One  stops  and  reads 

Of  those  once  loved, 

Until  the  heart 

Begins  to  grieve, 

When  some  kind  saint, 

With  pierced  hand, 

Says  "  Lover,  on, 

In  Paradise 

One  may  not  stand !  " 
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DESIRE  FOR  PEACE. 

CLOSE,  close,  O  my  soul 

As  a  rose 

Garnering  her  sweetness 

In  repose : 

Let  me  think  in  pink, 

With  God  hovering  nigh, 

Let  me  breathe,  then  close, 

As  a  rose  hung  high 

O'er  the  altar  of  stars  ! 

Heaven's  gate ! — 

I  am  satiate, 

And  I  yearn  for  that  life, 

That  hidden  state, 

Of  knowing  repose, 

God-filled,  world  excluded — 

As  the  moon-folded  rose  ! 
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A  MILITANT'S  SONG. 

INSATIABLE  desire  in  me 

To  join  myself  to  eternity, 

To  pluck  the  breasts  of  future  time 

And  cry  in  joy  "  I  climb,  I  climb  !  " 

To  swing  the  censer  of  pure  fire, 

As  purified,  I  hope,  aspire, 

To  join  my  life  in  love's  last  test, 

To  them  the  women  of  the  quest, 

To  them  who  strive  to  cull  the  dust, 

Control  the  whirlwind  of  man's  lust ; 

O  might  I  be  this  living  hour 

More  to  such  women, 

Of  such  power  that  I  might  rise 

To  lift  her  up 

Who  lies  in  pain,  the  sacrifice, 

Of  all  that's  been, 

The  sacrifice  of  her  own  dream  ! — 

It  seems  too  feeble  to  endure, 

Whilst  she  is  slain, 

She  who  is  pure 

And  treads  the  skies 

To  teach  the  children,  paradise. 
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THY  WOMAN-CHRIST,  O  SOUL! 

MY  soul  find  out  thy  Christ, 
And  then  upon  her  sacred  limbs 
Which  bear  the  mark  of  martyrdom 
Impress  thy  holiest,  loveliest,  kiss, 
And  murmur  in  thy  ecstasy 
A  little  song  as  this, — 

"  Love  is  an  angel 

She  will  bear 

Thy  loving  soul 

From  out  this  care, 

And  she  will  cease 

Thy  vigil's  pain 

To  put  the  crown  of  life 

On  thee, 

The  crown  of  life's  eternity." 
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WHILE   THE    KING  SLEEPS. 

WHILE  the  king  sleeps 
Shadows  crawl, 
And  the  sigh  of  a  woman 
Falls  like  a  pall : 

While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
Creatures  die, 
And  the  noise  of  the  engine 
Goes  heavily  by : 

While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
Things  grow  bold. 
And  the  women  arise 
As  in  stories  of  old  : 

While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
Winter  wanes, 
And  the  spring's  come  again 
With  its  freedom  from  chains  : 
While  the  king  sleeps. 
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While  the  king  sleeps 
The  blind  have  a  choice, 
And  the  dumb  re-awaken 
To  find  a  new  voice  : 

While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
There  are  shadows  of  sin, 
On  the  soul  of  the  woman 
Where  light  breaketh  in  : 
While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
The  sun  rises  up, 
And  fills  to  the  brim 
The  long-thirsted  cup  : 

While  the  king  sleeps. 

While  the  king  sleeps 
There  are  voices  in  pain, 
The  voices  of  women 
Whose  struggle's  not  vain  : 
While  the  king  sleeps. 


PINK  AURA  SONG. 

THERE'S  a  song  in  my  heart 

Like  a  bundle  of  roses, 

'Tis  not  of  music 

Or  rhythmic  art 

But  colours  pink 

Its  nature  composes, 

'Tis  light  like  perfume, 

That  runs  round  a  flower 

'Tis  timid  pink  tinted 

Like  the  lip  of  a  rose, 

It  sings  in  its  shining 

But  no  word  unfolds. 

'Tis  like  humming  in  bee  time, 

Round  lavender  steeples, 

When  the  poppy  and  corn  flower, 

The  softened  earth  peoples  ; 

'Tis  soft  like  intoning, 

If  colours  intone, 

And  behold  I  may  boast  it, 

I've  heard  purples  groan. 

But  this  song  is  sung  softly, 

Pink  roses  it  blows, 

'Tis  to  thee  my  beloved, — 

Nay,  nobody  knows ! 
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TWELVE  AND  ONE:    THEY  ARE  THE 
SAME  IN  SOUL  SOLUTION. 

THE  clock  has  struck  twelve, 
Sister  of  mine, 
And  we  are  alone 
With  our  passions  paled, 
Outgrown. 

The  clock  has  struck  twelve, 
O  sister  mine, 
And  we  sit  in  the  calm 
With  thoughts  that  climb. 

The  clock  has  struck  twelve, 
O  sister  mine, 
"Tis  a  time  of  pure  joy, 
A  reckoning  time. 

The  clock  has  struck  twelve 
Sister  of  mine, 
We  sit  alone, 
On  the  silver  edge 
Of  a  silver  clime  ! 

The  clock  has  struck  one, 
O  soul  of  mine, 
And  we  part  for  ever, 
From  space  and  time. 
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The  clock  has  struck  one, 

A  phantom  time : 

I  and  my  soul 

Are  shivered  asunder, 

Yet  she  and  I 

Are  still  one,  in  number. 
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THE  GARDEN  OF  DEAD  LOVE. 

MY  beloved  in  the  garden  walks 

Where  no  flower  blooms, 

Or  perfume  moves 

Or  bird  upon  the  thorn  tree  sings 

Or  cuckoo  flutters — 

Nothing  wings  ! 

'Tis  as  the  azure  of  a  cloud 

Where  stars  abide 

Windless  and  silent 

As  her  heart 

Which  beateth  slow 

To  weighted  hours, 

Weighted  and  heavy  as  the  long  dead  flowers : 

And  here  I  pass, 

A  ghost  unseen, 

As  she  goes  walking 

In  her  dream  ; 

In  this  garden  cold, 

Where  our  love's  grown  old ! 
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SONG  OF  KNOWING. 

THIS  little  drop  of  flesh  of  mine 

Cannot  repine, 

For  my  soul's  divine ! 

This  little  speck  of  the  specks  of  time 

Cannot  die, 

For  the  hand  of  God  hath  taken  it, 

With  His  fine  fingers 

'Tis  ever  knit ! 

This  little  love  of  mine  will  fail, 

This  little  heart  I  call  mine 

Will  wail, 

But  my  heart  eternal 

Shall  prevail. 
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MORTAL  AND  IMMORTAL  BEARING. 

THERE  is  a  country  in  my  soul 

Where  no  man  roams, 

A  winged  place  of  phantom  flowers 

Where  no  flower  buds  or  grows, 

There  is  a  spot  within  this  vale 

Where  sun  and  moon  are  stood  together, 

And  where  the  joy  of  both  prevail, 

Where  I  and  love  are  separate, 

Yet  love  and  I  are,  one,  forever. 

There  is  a  passion  in  my  soul 

That  no  man  knows, 

A  passion  to  impersonate 

Yea,  bear  a  child. 

But  neither  is  it  man  I  know 

Or  child  I  bear,  to  potentate, 

'Tis  God  I  would  perpetuate. 
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SUMMONING  FLUTE  SONG  OF  SPRING. 

THAT  touch  from  which 
The  world's  fresh  spring, 
As  a  newly-wedded  daffodil, 
In  ecstasy, — on  wing  ! 

That  touch  of  colour  or  of  fire 
Which  whispers  "  lover,  higher,  higher." 
Into  that  realm  of  fathoming 
Where  softly  sings  the  flute  and  lyre ! 

That  touch  that  thrills  the  crocus  small, 
To  smile  and  live  and  love  us  all, 
That  touch  which  lies  in  moods  supreme, 
Which  is  the  form  behind  the  dream  ! 

This  touch  I  would  for  ever  feel, 

O  spirit-fire  ! 

Which  stars  unreel, 

And  mystic  presences  e'er  feel ; 

Which  calls  the  soul  on  flute  and  lyre, 

Ever  singing  "  higher,  higher  !  " 
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SONG  OF  DISSOLUTION  AND  INITIATION. 

ECCENTRIC  sorrow 

When  the  morn 

Out  of  a  vacancy  is  born 

And  eve  doth  turn  in  weary  tread, 

Out  of  the  gilded  day 

That's  fled. 

Eccentric  moment 
Half  of  sin, 
And  righteousness 
When  loves  begin, 
And  all  the  lusts  of  hell, 
Rush  in  ! 

Eccentric  hinting 

Of  that  time 

When  we,  a  double  star 

Shall  shine, 

And  firmaments  for  e'er  combine, 

To  make  thee  mine  ! 

79 


Eccentric  shadows 

By  the  wall, 

I,  thee,  another, — 

That  is  all, 

We  catch  our  names 

As  we  glance  by 

In  moments  of  strange  ecstasy. 

Eccentric  loves, 

And  kisses  rare ; 

And  silences  beyond  compare  ;- 

Where  flowers  in  nectars 

Ever  steep, 

And  nymphs  and  dryads, 

Lie  asleep  ! 


80 


SONG  FOR  SAINTHOOD. 

THE  dear  dawn  comes 
And  still  I  wait 

Groom  of  mine. 

The  pink  dawn  nears, 
Yet  I  may  not  hope, 
Groom  of  mine. 

The  old  song's  dead, 
No  other  comes, 

Groom  of  mine. 

Hecate  and  Plutus 
And  night  are  wed 
Groom  of  mine. 

And  theirs  is  a  flowery 
Hyacinth  bed, 

Groom  of  mine. 

Whilst  mine's  of  myrrh, 
And  dying  hours, 
Groom  of  mine. 

'Twere  better  never  to  promise,  so, 
Than  to  fail  the  dawn, 
As  you  fail  me  now, 
Groom  of  mine. 
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A  SONG,  A  THEME,  AN    UNDERSTANDING. 

O  HIDDEN  thrush, 

O  sweet  sweet  thing, 

How  thy  melody 

To  my  soul  doth  cling, 

As  my  spirit 

Tries  her  untried  wing 

Afathoming  ! 

0  song  of  the  hills 
That  wondrous  thing, 
That  colony  of  flowers 
Awing, 

On  colour  melody 
Sing  sing  to  my  soul, 
And  let  her  see 
Infinity  ! — 

O,  Heart  of  hearts, 

1  hear  thy  song 

Hid  in  a  minor  melody, 
I  grasp  its  note 
Its  high-pitched  key, 
Verily  always  haunting  me  ! 
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THE  TRYSTING  PLACE. 

MY  soul  gay-weeded 

Walks  alone 

Beside  the  lilies  cool, 

Unto  that  spot 

Where  ages  pause 

Beside  the  magic  pool ; 

Upon  the  waters  silent  plane 

My  soul  and  God, 

By  dream-chance  meet ; 

It  is  her  impulse 

To  fall  down, 

To  kneel  before  His  gilded  feet, 

But  lo,  He  greeteth  her  as  groom, 

And  from  His  bosom  pluck   a  bloom 

A  white  rose  sweet, 

Which  He  doth  set  upon  her  brow 

Mingling  Himself  with  it  somehow, 

Until  she  almost  faint,  and  cry 

"  Too  sweet,  too  sweet,  to  meet," 

For  so  it  means  to  tryst  with  God, 

To  meet  Him  walking  by  the  pool, 

Where  lilies  prosper  cool. 


DEATH  IN  LIFE:    LIFE  IN  DEATH. 

ETHEREAL  lyre, 

Grant  me  that  song 

Evermore 

That  bosomed  lies 

Neath  love's  tired  wing 

Evermore  : 

That  song  of  joy 

That  cries  "  release  " 

When  love  from  sorrow 

May  not  cease  : — 

For  one  I  cry, 

For  one  estranged  : — 

My  voice  as  a  baptist's 

O'er  my  soul, 

As  a  baptist's  voice 

For  Her  hath  ranged. 

Ethereal  lyre, 
Grant  me  that  song 
That  sings  release, 
After  life's  death, 
When  death  doth  cease. 
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O  RAINBOW  BEING  IN  EXCELSIS! 

O,  RAINBOW  Being 
Who  art  wrapt  in  light 
Soft  and  incumbent 
As  a  moon  in  soft  night, 
I  would  soar  to  thy  spirit, 
Wing  my  way  to  thy  world, 
Where  the  genius  of  silence 
In  silver  enfurled, 
Lies  on  thy  passion 
Because  thou  hast  found 
What  the  meaning  of  passion 
And  love's  finer  word, 
Poignant  and  passionless, 
Poised  as  a  bird, 
O'er  the  mind, — 
O'er  the  wind ! 
O'er  the  world  ! 


A  MELODY. 

THY  celestial  face,  my  shriven  one, 

Is  like  some  alabaster  shrine, 

Whereon  lie  roses,  paling,  dead, 

Which  one  day  pink,  were  mine, 

And  thine,  for  thou  didst  love 

Thy  beauty  too,  as  I, 

And  thou  didst  suffer 

When  it  fled  in  roseate  imagery 

Leaving  thee  pale,  and  taught, — sublime, 

As  lily  born  too  late  for  June, 

A  flower  of  ghostly  clime, 

With  loveliest  looks ;   none  may  define 

Its  radiancy,  nor  may  they  thine  ! 
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LITTLE  FLOWER!     AN  ORISON. 

LITTLE  flower,  little  flower, 

My  bower, 

My  joy, 

E'en  now  thy  buds 

Do  nigh  decoy 

My  scared,  scared  soul 

To  her  perfect  life  : 

When  I  bury  my  eyes 

In  thee,  white  sprite, 

My  spirit  leaps 

With  that  spirit's  might 

That  could  shatter  her  cage, 

And  set  her  free, 

Were  she  not  freighted 

Materially  : 

For  spirit  but  burns 

The  vessel  of  clay 

And  clears  it  of  dross 

In  a  blaze  away  ; 

'Twill  never  lift  up 

The  broken  cup 
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Or  say  "  Lo  my  soul 

Begin  to  sup  " — 

For  supping  would  split 

The  poor  broken  thing  ; — 

So  little  flower 

I  may  but  sing 

And  take  a  tame  flight 

Within  my  cage, 

Until,  glorious  youth, — 

That  time  of  age, 

When  I  shiver  this  house 

And  its  wall  decays. 
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A  MOOD,  A  MEDITATION  AND 
A  PREMONITION. 

THERE  is  a  garden 

Somewhere  in  my  heart 

Where  there  doth  stand 

In  rapturous  pose, 

That  idol  which  my  fancy  knows, 

Where  golden  leaves 

Her  soft  hair  wreathes, 

And  where  the  breath  of  hyacinths 

Her  tender  bosom  sheathes. 

There  is  a  garden  in  my  soul, 

Where  goodness  lies, 

And  here  there  is  an  altar  stone, 

Black  with  much  sacrifice  ; 

Where  bluebells  rise 

As  sprites  to  dance, 

And  daffodils  the  stones  entrance. 
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There  is  a  garden  in  my  heart, 
Where  passion  met  my  better  part 
When  I  to  sin  did  turn  away 
Until  I  felt  the  hand  of  day 
And  my  small  soul 
Did  single  rise 
And  panting 
Make  the  sacrifice. 

There  is  a  ghost  in  that  garden  now, 

She  sits  upon  the  lilies'  prow, 

But  she  is  fairer  than  the  flower ; 

She  is  my  soul, 

Now  singled  out, 

And  oft  I  see  her  walk  about, 

In  some  fine  joy, 

Some  ecstasy, 

That  later  shall  be  part  of  me. 
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BEYOND  MY  KEN. 

THERE  is  a  laden  spring 
Beyond  my  ring, 

A  place  where  the  primrose  grows, 
And  where  the  gold  azalia  runs, 
By  a  stream  that  azure  flows. 

There  is  a  world  supreme 
Beyond  my  dream 
A  spot  of  sacred  view 
Where  the  trees  and  sky 
Are  melted  and  lie 
In  a  tender  hue. 

A  place  where  the  lustre 
Of  life  abides ; 
And  where  my  love 
With  her  new  choice, 
Forever  like  an  arrow  rides, 
To  the  stars  above. 


BEAUTY  IS  MINE  SAITH  THE  LORD. 

You  gave  your  heart 

Like  a  new  violet 

And  your  vacant  beauty  cried 

"  To  let"— 

And  a  man  seized  hold  and  cried 

"  Beloved  ! " 

But  God  cried  "  Stay  ! 

This  beauty  is  Mine, — 

Not  to  empassion  thy  gross  soul, 

But  to  empassion  thy  soul  divine ! — 

Let  her  alone  ! — 

She'll  not  magdalen  thee  ! 

She  is  mine  ! 

Beauty's  mine 

On  the  earth,  in  the  sky, 

On  the  sea, 

Eternally  ! " 


SISTER!     BROTHER! 
(A  Spirit  Greeting  in  a  Spirit  Wood.) 

I  WILL  build  me  an  altar  in  the  wood 

And  there  alone  in  solitude 

I'll  put  my  soul  upon  the  flame 

And  sing  "  excelsis," 

And  doves  shall  rise  from  Paradise, 

And  all  along  the  lonely  wood 

Shall  come  a  lonely  multitude, 

And  we  shall  kiss  and  clasp  each  other, 

Singing  softly  "  Sister  :  Brother  !  " 

And  flowers  shall  blow  where  we  have  stood 

Within  the  solitary  wood, 

And  there  shall  be  a  cloud  of  gold 

The  altar  and  my  soul  to  enfold, 

Till  I  alone,  half  deified, 

Shall  cry  aloud,  unto  another, 

"  O  clasp  me,  clasp  me,  Sister,  Brother  !  " 
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THE  SKYLARK. 

MYRIAD  voiced 

As  the  voice  of  God, 

He  frets  the  voiceless  sky 

With  that  shrill  song, 

That  magic  minstrelsy, 

That  makes  who  would  be  free 

Kneel  down  and  love  and  cry. 

Myriad  musiced 
As  the  winds  of  God 
That  fret  the  topmost  sky, 
Showering  their  living  breaths 
Upon  our  breathless  lives, 
My  sister,  thee  and  I. 

Myriad  fluted, 

As  the  will  of  God 

On  high, 

Traversing  through  our  poor  flutes, 

Our  raptures, — thou  and  I, 

Whoever  hath  a  rapture  known, 

Beneath  the  rapturous  sky. 
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Myriad  voiced 

That  is  he 

Upon  the  voiceless  sky, 

Hanging  like  a  minute  archangel 

From  the  empty  sky, 

That  thou  and  I  my  sister 

May  hear  him, 

Passing  by. 
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PINK  ROSE  PRAYER. 

LET  us  kneel  and  pray 

0  pale  pink  rose, 
Thou  for  my  spirit, 

1  for  thee, 

Not  thy  perfection 

For  that  is  thine, 

But  for  thy  soul's  immortality  ; 

For  lo  one  knows, 

O  gentle  rose, 

If  one  kneels  near  enough  to  thee 

That  thou,  as  human, 

Hath  a  soul 

And  thine  own  sweet  divinity. 

Come  let  us  pray 

O  gentle  rose, 

Pray,  by  thy  beauty  sweet  for  me, 

And  I  shall  pray 

For  thy  next  state 

Of  beauty's  liberty 
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A  LITTLE  WOOD,  WHERE  LILIES  BLOW. 

O,  THAT  I  might  go  into  a  little  wood 

And  be  conscious  of  God  ! 

A  little  wood 

Where  lilies  blow, 

For  by  their  fragile  faces, 

I  can  know  ! 

It  seems  the  heaped  crust  of  things 

Smothers  my  wings, 

And  hides  the  fine  minutest  things ; 

To  break  this  crust, 

I  little  know,  how  it  be  broken, 

Save  I  may  go 

Into  a  little  wood, 

Where  lilies  blow ! 


BOTTOM  DEJECTION  AND  HILL  TOP 
INTIMATION. 

THE  black  eyes  of  sleep  bind  me 
Whilst  you  my  sisters  of  the  holy  ray 
Move  on  beside  me  in  your  ecstasy  ; 
My  limbs  are  knowing  as  you  pass, 
And  I  would  follow  you  and  leap, 
Were  I  not  bound  in  blackened  sleep ! 

The  musics  of  the  haloed  band  pursue  me, 

Their  colours  flaunt  the  high  brimmed  light  of  day 

And  my  whole  heart  puts  out  a  little  wing 

To  follow  in  thy  gilded  steps  of  gilded  ecstasy ! 

And  I  would  follow  you  and  leap, 

Were  I  not  bound  in  blackened  sleep ! 

Across  the  hilltops  of  my  soul, 

You  move  now  as  those  points  of  light 

That  fall  about  the  thunders  flight ; 

A  pale  green  glow  illumes  your  hair, 

Your  music  haunts  the  valley  bare, 

And  haunts  my  soul, — 

Till  she  would  leap  ! 

Were  she  not  bound  in  blackened  sleep. 


THE  LITTLE  DAISIES  BY  THE  WALL. 

THE  little  daisies  by  the  wall 
Are  God,  that's  all, — 
No  mind  may  tell  me  they  are  else 
They  are  so  fine  and  white,  and  small, 
Crouching  beneath  the  high  wall's  brim 
Like  the  light  that  crouches  near  the  soul 
When  she  leaneth  'gainst  her  stubborn  will, 
Leaneth  against  her  stubborn  wall. 

The  little  daisies  by  the  wall 

Are  God,  that's  all, — 

No  mind  may  tell  me  they  are  else, 

They  are  so  fine  and  white  and  small ! 
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IMMORTALITY. 

O,  MY  father 

How  wonderful  it  is, 

To  think  on  Thee 

Clad  in  my  own  immortality  ! 

Steepes  of  bliss 

My  visions  lie 

Bounded  by  thy  own  boundless  sky ; 

But  throbs  of  Thee 

My  pulses  move, 

And  my  whole  being's 

But  Thy  love,— 

To  see,  to  sing,  to  sail  with  Thee, — 

Glorious  living ! — 

Glorious  life ! — 

'Tis  immortality  ! 
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SONG  OF  THE  HOLY  GHOST,  ONE 
UNEARTHLY  EARLY  MORNING. 

MY  Father  is  my  eternal  son, 

He  is  my  daughter, 

My  Father  and  I  are  one  ! 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  pastures 

Of  His  raptures ; 

Upon  the  hills 

I  learn  what  He  wills, 

Within  the  flower 

Where  His  love  dies  young, 

My  soul  His  flower 

Is  by  beauty  begun. 

He  leadeth  me 

In  the  green  pastures 

Of  His  raptures  ! 

My  Father  is  my  eternal  son  ! 

He  is  my  daughter, 

My  Father  and  I,  are  One ! 
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TO  MY  SISTERS  IN  HOLLOWAY. 

CHILDREN  of  love, 

The  light  is  near, 
Be  ye  transparent 

And  aware. 

Children  of  love, 

The  stars  are  near, 
Be  ye  soft  voiced 

With  no  fear. 

Children  of  love, 

Passion  is  near, 
The  passion  of  prayer 

For  ye  who  bear. 

Children  of  love, 

A  little  while 
Your  torments  vanquish 

And  you  smile. 

Children  of  love, 

The  light  is  nigh, 
Lift  up  your  faces, 

Lift  them  high. 
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THIS  IS  DIVINITY. 

O  LOVELY  lilies, 

Shaking  in  the  wind 

My  soul's  friends 

That  to  the  universe's  love 

Your  loveliness  and  one-love,  lend  : 

Teach  me  thy  truth 

That  I  may  sway 

A  lovely  being 

Full  of  light 

Upon  the  mysteries  of  day, 

The  breezes  of  the  hidden  night ; 

Then  shall  I  be 

Quite  lily-free, 

To  blow  with  God, — 

The  moon,  the  stars,  the  midnight  sun, 

As  thee, — my  friends,  as  thee  ! 
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THREE  PURPLE  PANSIES. 

Three  purple  pansies 
With  the  first 'dews  wet, 
Could  I  my  God  forget 
Thou  art  here  to  mind  me  ! 

Three  purple  pansies 

I  have  kissed  thy  leaves, 

Where  God  upon  thy  edges  breathes ; 

Could  I  forget 

Thou  art  here  to  mind  me  ! 

Three  purple  pansies 

I  have  grieved 

That  I  as  thee 

Am  not  God-leaved, 

For  I  might  turn  my  face  away 

From  God's  blank  sky 

To  die 

Wert  thou  not  here 

To  mind  me ! 

So  take  my  praise 

And  sacred  thanks 

Three  purple  pansies, 

For  thou  hast  helped  me 

On  to  love, 

Hast  made  me  see  ; 

Being  blind, 

Thou  wert  not  here  to  mind  me  ! 
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STAIN  OR  SCAR. 
(From  a  Broken  Affection?) 

DID  you  leave  a  stain  on  my  heart 
My  beloved, 

Or  was  it  but  the  slightest  scar 
Left  by  my  marvel-worship 

And  my  wondering  what  you  are  ? 

Did  you  leave  the  rift  yet  wider 
Twixt  myself  and  my  lone  star, 

Whilst  my  spirit  went  awandering 
With  thy  beauty,  near  and  far  ? 

Thy  beauty  as  the  moonbeam, 
As  the  silver  hid  in  flame, — 

As  the  twinkling  of  an  opal 
When  she  turns  to  fire  again. 

Was  all,  all  my  adoration 
As  a  phantom  thrown  away, 

For  I  find  no  wondrous  rainbow 
In  my  little  everyday, 

Since  thy  beauty  lends  no  prism 
To  my  love  to  tint  her  way  ? 

Did  you  leave  a  stain  on  my  heart, 
My  beloved, 

Or  was  it  but  the  slightest  scar 
Left  by  my  marvel-worship 

And  my  wondering  what  you  are  ? 
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POTENT  LOVE  SONG. 

I  WILL  smite  thee  as  with  a  scimitar 

For  it  be  music  that  I  draw, 

And  thou  art  dead  Beloved 

To  life's  elastic  golden,  glowing  hour. 

I  will  strike  thee  to  snapping, 

And  pluck  thy  only  cord, 

I  will  twice,  thrice  pluck  thee  forcibly 

To  stretch  thy  only  string, 

For  thy  nature  is  too  homely, 

I  will  teach  thee  how  to  sing. 

I  will  smite  thee  as  a  timbrel 
And  clash  thee  with  fine  noise, 
Perchance  thou  wilt  awaken 
To  love's  lovely  paradise. 

I  will  hurt  thee  and  will  heal  thee, 
I  will  love  thee  coarse  and  fine, 
I  will  wrap  dull  clouds  about  thee, 
Till  my  lightnings  make  thee  mine. 
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I  will  rest  thee  then  beside  me 
On  the  hill  tops  of  pure  joy, 
Thou  wilt  weep  and  turn  from  me, 
Then  turn  sweetly  to  adore. 

Then  I  shall  seal  thee  sacred, 
Upon  that  lonely  peak, 
Where  only  love's  Immortals, 
With  God  and  each  may  speak. 


107 


MY  INSPIRATION. 

The  whole  world  is  dead  and  blind 

And  thou  art  dead  I  find 

Yet  I  adore  thee. 

How  I  stretch  my  mind 

Some  bliss  to  find 

Some  shred  of  love 

With  which  my  aching  soul  to  bind 

But  thou  art  blind  : 

Yet  I  adore  thee  ! 

This  racking  waiting  waiting  thee. 

O  my  divine  sweet  mind 

Why  dost  thou  stray  away  from  me 

And  leave  me  blind  ? 

If  thou  would  fill  me  as  sweet  wind 

I'd  move  the  universe  to  see 

And  every  inch  of  open  sky 

To  show  but  thee. 

The  world  is  dead  and  blind 
And  thou  art  dead,  I  find 
Yet  I  adore  thee  ! 
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CHAPLET  SONG. 

A  SWEET  daffodil  I  have  seen 
A  golden  idea  in  a  heart  of  green. 

A  sweet  white  crocus  I  have  seen 
My  life  of  love,  hid  in  a  dream. 

A  sweet  young  snowdrop  I  have  seen 
A  something  innocent  I  have  been. 

A  sweet  young  violet  I  have  seen 

A  repentance  deeper  than  sin's  dream. 

A  sweet  pink  lily  I  have  seen 

My  love,  my  life,  my  heavenly  gleam. 

A  sweet  pale  lily  I  have  seen 

My  love  in  youth,  in  a  white  bride  sheen, 

A  sweet  narcissus  I  have  seen 

An  angel  of  hope  in  a  hood  of  green ! 
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DIVINE  LIKENESS  IN  ME  AND  IN  A 
VIOLET. 

PRAYERFUL  violets 

My  soul  frets 

To  partake  of  God  with  thee, — 

O  enhance  me  ! 

Let  me  know  the  beauty 

In  thy  purple  breast, 

And  let  me  join  with  thee 

In  thy  love's  feast 

Till  all  who  look  on  me 

As  I  on  thee, — 

See  God, 

Resting  benignly,  sweetly 

On  my  body's  clod. 
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MY  MYSTIC  MADONNA  IS  WONDROUS 
WISE. 

MY  Madonna  stands  in  Paradise 
And  closed  are  her  all-wondrous  eyes, 
They  have  seen  the  vision  pure  and  true 
And  have  oft  repeated  to  me  "  Have  you  ?  " 
When  I  replied  "  I  have  seen  no  dream 
But  thee,  my  own,  my  beautiful  queen." 
Whereat  she  smiled,  benignly  wise, 
As  she  opened  the  door, 
To  the  narrow  stair, 
And  left  me  wonderingly, 
Standing  there ! 
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MORNING   PRAYER  FOR  IMMORTALITY, 

0  MY  Father  come  to  me, 
Give  me  Thy  immortality, 

1  am  pain-oppressed 
Sin  unconfessed 

My  past  as  a  darkness 
Shroudeth  me 
And  my  future 
Like  a  lonely  star 
Leadeth  me  far. 

O  my  Father  come  to  me 
And  give  me  Thy  own 
Immortality ! 
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A  YOUNG  NUN'S  SERENADE  TO  HER 
BELOVED. 

DEAR  heavenly  One, 
With  Thee  alone 
I  live,  I  love  ! 

The  morning  sounds 

Her  seraphic  chant, 

And  I  if  I  answer 

Can  but  pant, 

For  there  is  no  eternal  key 

That  strikes  in  me, 

Save  it  be  Thee  !  Save  it  be  Thee ! 

Dear  heavenly  One, 
With  Thee  alone, 
I  live,  I  love. 


SMOKE-FLOWERS  IN  MY  HAIR. 
(A  Mad  Bride's  Song.) 

SMOKE  flowers  in  my  hair, 

Smoke  when  my  beloved  turns  from  me. 

Flowers, — flowers, — 

Of  a  wondrous  degree 

Whenever  he  smiles  on  me. 

Love's  radium  rays 

Turn  the  cloud-haze, 

Into  flowers  blue,  purple,  pink  and  gold  ; 

As  a  phase 

Of  sweet  colour 

Infusing  the  dusk, 

So  his  love  turns  to  flowers, 

Smoke-wreaths  in  my  hair, 

Till  I'm  wreathed  in  beauty, 

As  beauty's  bride  fair. 

Smoke  wreathes  in  my  hair. 
But  the  love-angel's  eyes 
Discern  the  soft  difference 

114 


That  therein  there  lies, 

For  I  take  it  all  love 

Is  a  halo  flower  frilled 

And  love's  absence 

A  curtain,  a  pall,  darkly  rilled, 

Which  encircles  our  being 

Till  we  love  it  flower-filled. 

Flowers  in  patterns  like  stars, 
Are  hid  in  my  hair 
In  the  smoke  of  love's  doubt, 
But  they'll  bloom  ever  rare, 
When  the  touch  of  love's  being 
Transforms  them,  sweet, — fair  ! 


BURY  ME  IN  THY  BEAUTY  O  MY  GOD. 

BURY  me  in  Thy  beauty,  O  my  God, 

And  make  this  feeble  clod 

Enraptured  by  a  pure  idea  of  Thee, 

Enhalo  me ! 

So  that  the  hours  pass  by  my  living  eyes 

But  cyphers  leading  on  to  paradise, 

And  let  my  coming  to  and  fro  each  day 

Be  but  the  moving  of  Thy  Being's  Ray, 

Thy  finger  of  fine  fire  direct  through  me, 

That  I  beholding  each,  my  brother's,  sister's  face 

May  summon  them  to  think  on  Thy  pure  grace. 

O  make  me  as  the  hill-top  daffodil, 
Full  of  Thy  golden  beauty, 
Turned  at  will 

To  drink  each  drop  of  sun,  of  Thee, 
For  Beauty  only  can  set  beauty  free. 
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THE  NEW  MADONNA. 

The  new  Madonna  comes  to  me 

In  power, 

Not  passivity ; 

She  is  a  Greek 

And  in  the  dance 

Her  God  doth  seek. 

The  new  Madonna  comes  to  me, 

In  joy, 

Not  pain's  tranquillity, 

For  she  is  borne 

On  that  fine  wave 

That  doth  inspire 

And  call  us  higher ; 

In  her  all  nature  rises  up 

To  greet  its  God, 

With  him  familiarly  to  sup. 

'Twas  long  ago 
The  Madonna  maid 
Stole  into  heaven 
Half  afraid, 
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"Pis  now,  oh  now 

She  cometh  light 

With  the  stars  of  knowledge 

On  her  brow, 

And  God  within  her  clasped  hand. 

She  doth  not  tread 

A  dreaded  way, 

But  summons  the  Christ  child 

Joyfully. 

She  doth  not  weep 
Nor  turn  right  pale 
When  the  angel  saith 
To  her  "  All  Hail !  " 

She  cometh  glorious 
As  God's  Queen, 
She  hath  risen  up 
From  her  fear-dream, 
To  ecstasy 
That  is  certainty. 

The  new  Madonna  comes  to  me 

In  power, 

Not  passivity  : 

She  is  a  Greek 

And  in  the  dance 

Her  God  doth  seek. 


118 


I  ASPIRE. 

MY  way  lies  higher,  higher 

For  I  aspire  ; 

Even  upon  the  lilies  brim 

I  trim  my  soul 

And  turn  her  white, 

That  God  may  enter 

Her  delight. 

My  way  lies  in  the  stars, 
A  pilgrim  I 
On  angel  flight, 
From  a  nether  sky 
Venturing  in 
Life's  primeval  need, 
That  I  may  find  God, 
Not  a  human  creed. 

My  way  lies  higher,  higher  ! 

For  I  aspire  ; 

Upon  the  lips  of  the  daffodil 

I  poise  my  kiss, 

That  God  when  He  passes, 

May  pause  and  say 

"  What  is  this  ?  " 
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AN  EASTER  MORNING  SONG  TO  A 
YELLOW  JONQUIL.     (1915.) 

SWEET  flower 

Hold  up  your  head, 

Christ  is  not  dead, 

He  sleepeth  through  the  war's  loud  din 

But  when  peace  comes 

He'll  rise  again ! 

Sweet  flower 

Be  not  disconsolate, 

Or  think  you're 

All  too  late 

To  testify  to  Him 

By  that  soft  light 

Beneath  your  yellow  brim  ! 

Sweet  flower 

Lift  up  your  head, 

Christ  is  not  dead, 

He  sleepeth  through  the  war's  loud  din 

But  when  peace  comes 

He'll  rise  again ! 
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